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the Club Ball, they went over the Khud in their
car. Mariam was killed."
The old lady looked at me triumphantly. The
effects of the arrack were now clear in her eyes.
"Do you really believe that you were instru-
mental in killing her ? " I asked her incredulously.
"I'm sure of it," she answered.
"Do you think the method is often successful ? "
"Always, but it hurts the doer as much as the
victim in the end. It takes it out of you terribly
once the thing's done. I'd be afraid to do it again.
I won't allow a candle in my bungalow now. I'm
sometimes terrified to look at the altar in church."
By now the brilliance of the Perahera was waning.
The processions of merrymakers were retreating to
the warren of streets in old Kandy. The blaze of
Catherine wheels had ceased. The tom-toms were
muffled and distant.
"Its growing chilly. Will you have a drink?"
inquired the little old lady. At the same time I
saw a glimpse of fear iix her eyes, for a gang of
podians, brimming over with mischief, was ap-
proaching. Garrulous, and light of foot as frisking
heifers, the youths danced round my companion
teasingly, the fanatical spirit of the Perahera still
persistent in their bronzen limbs.
"Arracku bone ummandi!" (Drunken old sot)
they shouted gleefully at her, and I could see she was
thoroughly afraid. I raised my stick and caught one
of the lads a resounding crack on the legs. The others
ran away in confusion. The old lady turned to me.
"I'nvgreatly obliged to you, sir," she said.